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Wishing You Were Here 


Author's Notes: 
Hope you like it! 
Merry Christmas, everybody! 


Lisbon, Portugal, 1983. 


It was pretty hot for a British block Steve felt his clothes clinging to his skin, thanks to the droplets of sweat 
that came from all his pores. Could you blame Portugal for his condition? No, not at all. That's because part of 
the heat that Steve's body radiated was connected to a certain singer. 


He had touched himself thinking of Dickinson. Three bloody times. Meanwhile, Lorraine was asleep next to him. 
Pathetic, Steve thought while wiping away the remnants of his pleasure from his belly. He didn't want to 


travel, he wanted to stay in London, where after rehearsing he could go out and have some fun with Bruce. 


“Oh! Bruce!" Steve's mind screamed, making him close his eyes tightly. 


Only the memories of the pale and slender body covered by thick brownish hair were enough to make Steve's 
dick come back to life, even though he had a nice wank a few minutes earlier. 


He tried to pretend that nothing was happening, going to bed. He longed to get back to sleep near his beautiful 
wife and forget about his lover, but it was an impossible task. By simply closing his eyes, Steve could hear 


that needy voice calling him, causing movements in his lower belly. He needed Bruce the way he needed water. 


In a desperate act, the bassist withdrew from that place without making too much noise, so that his wife 
wouldn't notice his absence. He was still wearing a torn black shirt and high waist jeans from the morning, 
because he wasn't able to change his clothes due the feel of the tissue exchange being too much for his 


aching and throbbing cock. 


He followed the hallways of the hotel, constantly looking back, fearing being followed by either Lorraine or some 
fan. He didn't need troubles now. In fact, all he needed was a way to communicate with bloody England as soon 


as possible. 


Leaving the hotel, he walked towards the end of the street, where he knew he could find a telephone booth. He 
was the only person walking on that sidewalk, a consequence of the pacific neighborhood that his wife had 
hand-picked to ensure that they would rest. Ironic that Steve couldn't rest even with all the silence in the 
area, because of the noise that came from his troubled mind. 


Arriving at the cabin, Harris stopped and sighed deeply. Only an old lamppost illuminated the place and made it 
difficult to see whether anyone was approaching him or not. Swinging his dark curls in denial, he locked himself 
in the transparent booth and began searching for local coins in his pockets. Steve knew he had saved some 


after lunch. 


The connection was terrible, his calls ended up never being completed. Then there was the aggravation of the 
language, since there was some kind of warning attached to the body of the phone that he wasn't able to 
translate. The only good part of that cabin was that it was leaning against a building that was probably 
abandoned, giving Steve more privacy. 


“Who's calling at this hour? Better be worth it" A familiar voice mumbled. 

Steve almost dropped the phone surprised. Finally that thing worked! 

"Bruce?" What came out of Steve's mouth was filled with desire. 

Trembling with excitement, Harris felt his legs fail and his vision blurred. 

Meanwhile, Bruce was lighted the small lamp that stayed on his nightstand and threw himself back into his bed. 
The youngest looked at his watch and found that it was past two in the morning. He didn't want to talk with 


Harris, he actually was still a little bit jealous that he was traveling with Lorraine. But Steve's needy voice was 


enough to keep Bruce on the phone. He was very curious to know the reason for that call and even more to 


why the voice so needy. 

“Oh, it's you, Steve," he said, calling the lover's name in a sly way. 

Steve bit his lips, his cock even harder than before, begging to be released. 
“Bruce.. Bruce.” Steve called, hypnotized. 


“You woke me up in the middle of the night," Bruce paused, faking a yawn. “Give me a good reason not to hang 


up and go back to sleep." 
It was like a bucket of cold water falling on Steve. 


"Nol" Steve didn't want to, but ended up screaming. “Look, Bruce, you don't understand.. | spent all day thinkin’ 


about ye.. | needed to hear your voice." 

Bruce grinned. The usually shy bassist seemed so lost. 

“Still in Lisbon with your beloved wife?" 

Steve sighed, at that moment, the fact of being married to someone other than Bruce was very bewildering. 
Why had he done that? Oh, yes, because he was an immature child and because he knew that damn society 
would never accept his love for another man 

"l'm on a pay phone. In a deserted street a few meters from the hotel. And |. 

Bruce's smile only grew in size. He could imagine the situation. The great Steve Harris, clinging to the phone in 
the middle of the night, sick of craving for a good shag. Who would have thought that the man who had 
shouted at Rod he wanted Bruce out of Maiden would be like this one year later? 

“Steve. l'm wearing those black pants that you like, you know? Making my arse look bigger." 

Oh! That voice, that scene invading Steve's mind... 

“Tell me more." 

"l'm going to get down on my knees now, I'll put my arse in the air and shake it slowly, the way you like it 
The tightness in Steve's pants only increased. Bruce, enjoying that situation, tried to assume the position he 
had told his lover. And, yes, he was wearing the damn black spandex, with nothing underneath and shirtless, 


because that piece of clothing made him feel wanted and awakened perverted ideas in his mind. This is the kind 


of idea your soul has when you're forced to spend the weekend without your man. 


“If | were there, | would squeeze your arse so much.. And | would lick your pink hole too, just to make sure 


you are ready for me." 


Four dark eyes were closed at the same time. Bruce could feel his body awakening gradually, enjoying the 
imaginary feel of the bassist's clever hands clenching his buttocks. Steve wondered how he would sneak up to 
Bruce's body, like an animal about to devour its prey. He could even feel the peculiar taste of Bruce's entrance 


invade his mouth. 


‘lm going to lower my pants now," Bruce dictated, really trying to do it with one hand. “I'm thinking about 
putting my fingers there, Steve, what do you think?" 


"Suck them first" Harris grunted. 

Bruce took three fingers to his mouth, making every effort to allow Steve to hear the sound of his muscles 
sucking them. When Harris was finally able to hear that well known sonority, he felt the urge to carry one of 
his hands up to his cock, because he was so in need that it hurt. Bruce did it slowly, going with his head up 


and down as if they were Steve's dick 


‘lm ready," Bruce said, clutching the red phone from his room with his head and shoulder to get his pants 
down halfway up his thighs, "Oh, Harry! Fuck." he teased as his digits circled his entrance. 


“Wot was that, Bruce?" 
“lim... Hmmm. Putting.. H's already the second finger." 


Bruce moaned softly as he worked the back and forth movements inside. He only thought about how he wanted 
those to be Steve's quick fingers. With a sigh, he could see on his mind Steve above him, really doing it. 


Steve began a slow, tender movement on his erection The masturbation got harder when he heard an animal 


moan on the phone. And that bloody bastard wasn't even horny like Harris when he got the call 

"Bruce, | can smell ye from here." 

“Really? Because | can feel your body on top of mine, | can feel your mouth biting my nipple, | can feel your 
cock rubbing against my leg. can listen to the horny dog sounds you make." The vocalist spoke slowly, feeling a 
flame take his body. 

Dog? Steve's thick eyebrows writhed in a squeak, so that was how Bruce saw him? Like an irrational animal 
that does anything when overwhelmed by desire? Well, maybe, while stroking his penis in the middle of the 


street, perhaps Harris was not so different from an animal. He'd love to fuck like one now. 


If you can feel it all, | bet you can touch yerself for me, Charlotte.” 


Bruce's body froze. This was his dirty little secret. Nothing could turn him on more than the mind who wrote 
the most beautiful lyrics bombarding him with dirty words. Charlotte. It reminded him of when he had sung 
this song for Steve while making love and ended up one week without being able to walk. 

"l'm doing this, Harry.. I'm holding my hard dick and I'm rubbing the head very slowly. Just like you would do.” 
Steve's head turned to the street, only to see, once again, that he was alone. He then turned his body to the 
direction of the abandoned building and squeezed himself into the corner of the cabin. It was so dark that no 
one would see him open his zipper and release his erection, right? 

"l'm trying to do the same, Bruce, but its bludi complicated here. 

Bruce just rolled his eyes, not stopping his masturbation. 

“Too bad you're not here, I'd be sucking you. “ 


“Bludi ‘ell," Steve cursed. "Tell me how you would do that. 


“Oh, | would slowly get down, teasing you and Touching your body.. And after that, | would give small kisses in 


your cock's head, then | would lick it like an ice cream .." 


At that moment nothing mattered anymore, Steve, in desperation, was already with his penis completely out of 
his pants and he stroked it like a horny teenager. 


'|.. | would use my hands.. to pull your hair and increase your speed.. showing you how it's done," Steve said in 


a broken voice as he was losing his breath. 

“Oh! Steve." 

Bruce closed his eyes, pressing his head into the pillow. He didn't know how long that torture had be going on, 
he only knew that he was as hard as stone and that his body begged for Steve. It had to be filled by him 
again. 

“Go on." 

Harris's mind needed no further encouragement. He could clearly see the lead singer with half of his hand 
tucked into his ass and the other masturbating furiously. He could see Bruce's angelic face writhing in pleasure, 
he could even feel the typical warmth and smell Bruce's silky hair. 


“l'm.. so close.” Bruce said while his back bent. 


“Scream for me. Beg for me, Bruce." 


"Ohl Stevel How | wish it were you here, banging me like a cheap whore." 

The singer's tone came loaded with irony because he was very proud to ask for something like that out of a 
BDSM session, yet he was aware that this sort of thing made Steve crazy. And, in fact, the request made the 
bassist stroke himself even harder. 


"Oh, God!" Steve snorted, feeling that he was close. “I want to hear you, Bruce." 


Bruce increased his pace in the same way the other had done involuntarily. He now felt his whole blood on his 
throbbing penis and sweat ran down his pale forehead. 


"Harry." He called, again full of desire. “Fuck me, Harry." 

The plea, innocent and full of ulterior motives, was enough for the bassist to reach an amazing orgasm, the 
best one of that day. Bruce, listening to Steve's moans of pleasure, didn't take long to reach the apex, quickly 
licking his fingers to get rid of the white liquid he had released right after. 

They spent some time to catch their breath. 

The reality, however, made Steve quickly put his penis in the right place and, in an act of desperation, run his 
dirty hand through the telephone booth. A large white trail was stamped on the transparent surface. 
Frightened by what he had done, Steve realized that he needed to get out of there as quickly as possible. If it 
was a crime in Portugal it would only make it worse. 

“| have to go, Bruce." 

“See you soon, Harry." Bruce said, already thinking about their next time. 

And the phone went mute. Bastard, he probably came running back to Lorraine, Bruce thought to himself. A 


pang of jealousy struck his heart. He hated having to share his Harris with her. At least, Bruce laughed and 


malice, he knew he could make Steve horny enough to masturbate in the middle of the street. 


